hunger and thirst without a murmur, but he could not
stand chastity Every night dreams such as he had as a
boy of fourteen assailed him mercilessly
The water-courses were frozen Ungern's division had
gone into winter quarters on the Kerulen, to the north-
east of the Mongolian capital Its bank bristled with tents,
which the thickening snow clamped to the ground Paths
crossed the camp m all directions In the morning the
men drilled Bayonets transfixed blocks of dry wood, and
shots re-echoed from the rocks
Twice emissaries had brought Ungern orders from
Semionov The Baron barely glanced at them He was
not taking orders from anybody
The Whites were still maintaining themselves in Vladi-
vostok and on the coast, thanks to the shelter of the
Japanese troops  But the soldiers no longer had it all their
own way A new dynasty had appeared on the horizon
the dynasty of the merchants  They had filled their ware-
houses with flax and copper, coal and hemp, and by now
they controlled the traffic of the port and the railway
Freight-trains had taken the place of troop-trains
The Baron doubled his hours of drill and multiplied his
punishments
Frequently he had his horse saddled and set off alone,
with no escort The shoes of his grey mare, Mashka,
sounded the charge on the ground hardened by frost
Ungern went to see Mongol princelings
Sitting in their tents, face to face with his princely hosts,
he talked to them about the war and about Mongolia
The nomads listened to him in silence and agreed with him
gravely The Russian general's words vaguely flattered
them They offered him milk-foods, alcohol, and tobacco,
and accepted his invitation to visit him in his camp
In the monasteries, lamas, bursting with fat and pride,
devoted themselves to rapid calculations in the presence